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CHAPTER ONE
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Kameron Kilbourne looked up from the engine he was working on, when he heard a golf cart come up beside him, and blow it’s horn several times.

“Kilbourne!”

“What?” Kam frowned as he straightened, and grabbed a rag to start wiping the grease from his hands.

“Party at your RV tonight? Or did we already miss it, and it was last night?”

“Um, no, why would you say that?”

“Not to be rude, but your RV smells like at least fifty French whores are in there all wearing a different kind of perfume.” Pete, one of his brother’s mechanics laughed. “Where’s Kurt and Kev?”

Kam gave a whistle, and everyone who had been gathered around watched as three tall, handsome, well-built men appeared. Kam looked at them, then at Pete. “There’s Dad, Kurt, and Kev. I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“What’s going on?” Ken Kilbourne, the father to the three men, asked as he came forward, wiping his own hands on a greasy rag.

“Pete says my RV smells like a bunch of French whores are in there.”

“Hey, where’s Ky?” Kevin asked, and the four men looked at each other in shock, and it was Kurtis who rushed over to actually pull Pete from the golf cart. The Kilbournes jumped in, and as they rushed away, the men who were left stood around watching them and listening began to laugh. As they approached Kameron’s RV, all of them swore.

“What the hell?” Kam bellowed, and jumped from the cart before it even stopped. He whipped open the door, and didn’t wait for the steps to be lowered, just jumped in, and stopped dead in his tracks as he started to gag on the smell permeating the air.

“Holy fuck, son. What the hell is that stench?” Ken asked as he joined his son. They were soon joined by Kurtis and Kevin. 

“Damn, it smells like all of our aftershaves and shaving cream put together. All mussed up,” Kurtis, Kameron’s identical twin said.

“It does,” Ken said, and his three oldest sons glared at him, but he grinned and held up his hands, laughing and shaking his head at them. “Hey, it’s your RV.”

“But, he’s your son,” Kameron said, and glared when the bathroom door opened. They watched as their ten-year-old brother, Kyle, came literally dancing out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his small, bony, non-existent hips. Kam frowned at the sight of his brother’s small arms and chest, and looked at his twin on one side of him, then their nineteen-year-old other brother on his other side. He whispered to his twin. “Damn, were we ever that puny looking?”

“Yep,” Ken, their father said from the other side of Kevin, the nineteen-year-old. They watched as Kyle danced to whatever tune was going on in his own head, and everyone followed Kam when he stood tall, crossed his huge, muscled arms across his chest, and glared. Kyle was several feet into the living room when he looked up, and stopped so suddenly that he started to lose his towel, and he grabbed that, then grinned.

“Hi. Get your plugs changed?”

“Almost,” Kam said. “Whatcha’ doing?”

“Taking a shower.”

“I smell that. Did you save me any water for later?”

Kurtis had to turn his head and cover his snort, when Kyle shrugged. “I might have. I don’t remember. I only turned off the water when the hot ran out.” 

Kam groaned and elbowed both his brothers when they snickered and snorted a laugh. It wasn’t funny. Each of them had their own car to drive at the races, each of them had their own RV, the twins, Kam and Kurtis being twenty-six, then Kevin was nineteen, and Kyle being the baby at ten, he was the one that would sneak into the other’s RVs, and take a shower, using up all the water. This was the first time it’d happened to Kam.

Kam sat on the small couch and indicated with his finger that Ky was to come forward. When he was standing before his oldest brother, he frowned. “What’s wrong?”

“Why does it stink in here? Pete was driving by and he said it smelled like fifty French whores were in here. And like Kevin said, it smells like you used all of our aftershave at once.”

“I did.” Ky grinned, not bothering to lie.

“Why?” all four older men asked. Kurt joined Kam on the small couch, while Ken and Kevin sat at the kitchen chairs. They had hurried around and opened all the windows, and Ken had sent a text to his wife to stop at the store on her way to the track to pick up several bottles of Febreze.

“Because, she might be here tonight,” Ky said, and grinned.

“She?” Kam frowned.

“Yeah, it’s the first race of the season, and I have to look good for her. She comes to this track. I wanted to make sure I smell good for her.”

“So, you have a girlfriend,” Ken asked, and the twins smirked at each other and then grinned at their father. When Kyle turned to their father, the others leaned back and watched to see what Ken would say.

“Well, she’s a girl and she’s my friend, but she’s not my girlfriend. Not like that. Girls are yucky,” Kyle said, and frowned at his older brothers when they burst out laughing.

“But, you had to have a shower, and what did you do? Go into Kurt and Kev’s RVs and take their aftershave to mix with Kam’s?”

“Don’t forget yours, Dad. I didn’t know which one smelled better, or what one she would like, so I mixed them all together.”

“So, what does this girlfriend that’s not a girlfriend look like?” Kurtis grinned. Kyle’s brothers stared in shock when their brother practically melted into the floor as he described his girl.

“She’s beautiful.” When he didn’t continue, his brothers prompted him.

“Hair?”

“Yes, she has hair.” Kyle smirked at Kurtis. He stared at the little scamp in shock, then grabbed him and started to tickle him. Ky squealed, and begged him to stop when he started to lose his towel.

“What color is her hair?”

“Different. Depends on the sun. Sometimes it looks really blonde, other times it looks red.”

“What color are her eyes?”

“Same as her hair, sometimes blue sometimes green, but she wears these dark-rimmed glasses, so it’s hard to say, and she smells like fresh strawberries.” Ky rolled his eyes, and actually rubbed his stomach, which caused his brothers to grin and their father to groan.

“What else can you tell us about her, son?” Ken asked.

“She’s got boobs,” he said, and grinned as he actually held his hands at least two feet away from his own scrawny chest.

“What do you know about boobs?” Kevin frowned.

“I saw them in that magazine you keep under your mattress at home, Kev. Duh.”

“What magazine?” Kam grinned when Kevin turned beet red.

“Jugs, Jugs, Jugs.” Ky provided the name of the magazine proudly, much to his one brother’s embarrassment and his other’s amusement.

“Son, do you know about the birds and the bees?” Ken asked, and Kam jumped to his feet.

“And that’s my cue to leave.” He looked at his younger brother sternly. “Before you leave here, I want you to clean up the mess you left in the bathroom, and take this bit of advice from your oldest brother. Mixing different aftershaves doesn’t work. Stick with one and leave it alone, because know that I’m telling you this, because I love you with all my heart. You stink. I think you need to take another shower, then decide on one fragrance, and only one.”

“But, I just took a shower.”

“And you stink. And don’t forget to wash that aftershave out of your hair. And...” He paused when Ky crossed his arms, and sighed. “Return everyone else’s aftershave. Dad sent a text to Mom to bring some Febreze. When she gets here, I want you to spray down my RV, I don’t want to smell this shit when I’m ready to crash after the race tonight. Understood?”

“Yes, Kam.”

“And don’t let Mom do it. You’re old enough to know that you need to start cleaning up after yourself. You’ve said over the winter that you wanted to start staying with one of us in our RVs this year. You’re only ten and I said you could stay with me, but it’s only been a few hours, and you’re not living up to your promise.”

“I’m sorry, Kameron,” Kyle said, and hung his head in shame, but Kameron reached down and lifted his brother’s chin, and looked him in the eye.

“Don’t be sorry, just learn from your mistake, and don’t do it again. Ask any one of us, even Dad. We’ve all done something stupid over a girl at one time or another. Hell, I think every man on the face of the earth has done something stupid over a girl. Thankfully, yours is an easy fix. Just re-shower, pick one fragrance, and maybe if you don’t like any of ours, we can pick out one of your own when we get home. Don’t forget to spray the Febreze, and don’t forget to close the windows. I don’t want all that dirt in here.” He grinned when the others snorted.

“Thank you, Kameron,” Kyle said, and hugged his oldest brother. Kameron hugged him back, then watched as Kurtis and Kevin gave him their own piece of advice, and as Kam left his own RV, he heard his father repeat his question about the birds and the bees.

“Damn,” Kurt said as they slowly drove back to the pits that they had left in a hurry.

“What?” Kevin asked.

“I think Kam and I were at least thirteen before Dad gave us the talk.”

“Almost thirteen,” Kam said from his side, and grinned. “How about you, Kev?”

“I was thirteen, and I had a girl that was a girlfriend.” He grinned when they laughed.

“So did we, but god, to think Ky’s only ten and he’s getting the talk. I hope Dad doesn’t scare him. He even showed us how to use a condom using a banana.”

“Mine was a cucumber.” Kevin laughed. “I didn’t have the heart to tell him that Missy Johnson, my girlfriend at the time, had already showed me.” He grinned when his older brothers laughed.

“Everything okay?” Pete asked as they returned to the pits and their race cars.

“Yeah, Kyle was getting cleaned up for his girlfriend that’s not a girlfriend. He stole all our aftershave and mixed it,” Kameron said. “Thanks for giving us the heads up.”

“Not a problem. Hopefully you told him to shower that shit off. I about gagged when I drove by there.”

“I know, but yeah, I told him to re-shower and clean up his mess. Mom’s going to bring some Febreze, and he’s to use it to clean up.”

“Where is he?”

“Dad’s giving him the talk.” Kurt laughed when they stared at him in shock.

“No way, he’s only what, eight?”

“Ten, but when he described his friend that’s a girl, he mentioned she had boobs.” Kam grinned.

“Oh, lord,” Larry, Kameron’s pit chief groaned. “What is this world coming to? I was at least thirteen, and my son’s eight. What the hell, I thought I had years yet before I had to have the talk with him.” The bunch of men, averaging in age from nineteen to sixty started talking then about their first girlfriend, and when their own fathers had talked to them about the birds and the bees.
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Kali Kilpatrick sighed as she saw her father’s phone number flash up on her caller ID. “Hi, Dad, what’s up?”

“Thought I’d come down and mow your lawn, then maybe take you out to dinner.”

“Sorry, I’m busy tonight, and before you say anything, I’m also busy tomorrow night.”

“But, you’re always busy on Friday and Saturday nights. What are you doing that you’re not telling us about? Are you dating someone, and don’t want us to meet him? Are you embarrassed of your parents?”

“Dad, stop it.” Kali laughed, then sighed. “Tell you what, why don’t I meet you at your house for Sunday brunch? I can be there at ten.”

“Make it eleven. We get out of church at ten.”

“Okay. I’ll see you then. But, I really have to go. I don’t want to be late.” They said their goodbyes and Kali finished getting her things together, then made sure she had money, and grabbed a bottle of water before she walked out of her house. Tonight was the first night of the new race season, and she wasn’t about to miss it. She’d been going for the last four years. This was her fifth year going. On her way to her SUV, she did a little happy dance, and grinned when not ten minutes later she was standing at the front of the line, waiting for the admission stand to open. Living only two miles away from this track was a dream. However, the other two tracks she went to were an hour and a half to three hours away, respectively.

“Welcome back,” the ticket taker said as she opened her window, and Kali paid her fee and went to hand in her ticket, get her hand stamped, and after picking up her bag she always carried to the races, she made her way to the stands, and walked up to the seat she sat in at all three tracks. First section, at the fourth turn slash start line, top row, in the last seat. She arrived and saw she was the first one there, so she set up her cushion, made sure her sweatshirt was beside her, because it was late-March, and it got cold after the sun went down. She made sure she had her gloves, then sat down, pulled a book out to read, and waited.

Kali knew it was ridiculous being the first one there, but she couldn’t help it. For years she’d been shy in crowds. She found that if she was first, then she could get her seat and get settled, before the bulk of everyone came, and she wouldn’t be stared at when she walked up the steps. Sometimes she was so shy that she even packed a sandwich, chips, cookies, and a bottle of water to eat as her supper during intermission. She was glancing around, when she heard a piercing whistle, and looked down to the walkway at the bottom of the seats, and grinned as she waved to the little boy who she’d been waving to ever since her first day. When he grinned this time and pointed to his mouth, she laughed and nodded. Last September, he’d grinned, and she’d seen that he’d lost his two front teeth, and now they were back. She gave him a thumbs up sign, and watched as he followed an older woman, whom Kali assumed was his mother, and watched as they went all the way to the far end, and halfway up to their seats.

Fifteen minutes later, she saw that same boy come running up the steps in her section, and he sat two rows down from her. “Hi. Mom said I can come over and say hi.”

“Hi.”

“I’m Kyle.”

“I’m Kali.” They shook and when he frowned, she immediately hugged herself and buried her hands into her sides, but sighed in relief when he didn’t say anything. She looked at his shirt, and asked, “You like number eighteen?”

“Yes. They’re my favorite.”

“Don’t tell anybody, because I don’t like to get anyone mad, but I have three favorite drivers.”

“Really? Who are they?”

“I don’t know their names, but I know their cars.”

“Can you tell them to me? I know all the cars.”

“Well, they all have the number eighteen. Like your shirt, but they drive in different classes. The e-mods, crate, and late model.”

“Wow, I know those drivers.” Kyle grinned as he pointed to his shirt. They shared a laugh, and he grinned again. “It was nice meeting you Kali, but I have to go now.”

“Nice meeting you too, Kyle. Are you going to be at McKay tomorrow?”

“I am. You?”

“I am.”

“Then, I’ll see you there,” he said, and before Kali could say anything he was up, down the stairs, and over to his mother in seconds. Kali continued to watch as the regulars began pouring into the stands. She felt the wind as the sun began to go down, and decided to put her gloves and sweatshirt on now. If she became colder, she had a heavy coat with her, so she should be fine, but this year she’d put a warm blanket in her bag. At six on the dot, she heard the cars begin to start in the distance, causing her to do a little happy dance in her seat. She loved the sound of their engines. According to the announcer, the first group up for hot laps were the super late models and she did a happy dance again. During this, only two cars went out on the track at the same time, and they only did three laps. Personally, Kali thought it was to smooth out the track, but what did she know.

When the wind shifted just as her favorite driver, number eighteen entered the track, she grabbed her face mask, put that on, and grinned when the dust just rolled over her, but she could still see. She saw the people sitting around her turn their heads to avoid the dust rolling over them. Suddenly, several people were asking her where she bought her face shield, and she laughed when she gave them the simple answer. For the last four years she’d heard the laughs and snickers around her when she wore it, but now they wanted one for themselves.

She’d been so busy answering their questions that she’d missed seeing number eighteen on the track. She swore silently, but then realized she’d have several more times to see him race that night, and again the next night at a different track. She was surprised that during intermission as she ate her supper, Kyle joined her, and because she wore her face shield like a welder’s mask, he frowned at her. They were both filthy from the dust.

“Where’d you get that? And does it work?”

Kali actually took it off and had him try it on. “Oh my god, this is so cool, you can still see, and I bet it keeps the dust out.”

“And the wind. Just tuck your chin and the bottom blocks the dust and wind from going down your front.” He did and grinned.

“Are they expensive?”

Kali decided to play with him. “What do you consider expensive?”

“Ten dollars.”

“What would you say if I told you that I saw an ad for them, and they’re on sale for only two dollars?”

“No offense, but I’d call you a liar.” He grinned to soften the blow, but she laughed and told him where he could get one. She ended up writing the name of the store down for him. 

“And guess what?”

“What?”

“There’s one of those stores on the way to McKay if you go down route sixteen.”

“Cool, and I have five dollars, I’ll have my driver stop.” He grinned.

“Your driver?”

“My brother.” They shared a laugh, and Kyle left again just as quickly as he had earlier. She continued watching the rest of the race, and several times she was on her feet yelling at the flagman and safety crew when they didn’t see an accident in time before others plowed into them. At one point, several of her neighbors were yelling at them right along with her.

“God,” she said as she slumped down. “Are these guys freaking blind, or what? If they’d been paying attention those last three cars wouldn’t have wrecked.”

“I know,” the woman in front of her said. “Thank god, each track has their own officials, flagman, safety crew, and tow truck drivers, and McKay’s the best in the circuit. You going tomorrow?”

“I am. I only go here at Dusty Hill, McKay, and State. I’d like to go further or to the two or three day events, but I don’t have a camper, and it’s only me.”

“You don’t have a boyfriend or husband as a driver? Someone in the pits you’re rooting for?”

“No, it’s just me. When I moved into my house one night, I heard this noise and I investigated.” Kali grinned. “I’ve been hooked ever since.”

“So you live close?”

“Two miles down the hill.” They laughed and settled back to watch the rest of the race, and Kali jumped to her feet when car number eighteen passed the leader, and crossed first right at the finish line. That was the end of the race, and she waited a few minutes and had to remove her outer coat, shake that off, then her sweatshirt and shook that. She put the sweatshirt back on, and slowly packed everything, and just as slowly made her way to her SUV. She ended up sitting in it for a good half an hour, before traffic cleared out enough, and she was home and in the shower fifteen minutes later. 

The next morning, she did her weekly housework, laundry, and even went grocery shopping, making sure what she called her race bag was packed and loaded in the back of the SUV. Tonight’s race was at McKay, which was just over the Pennsylvania border, and it took a leisurely hour and a half to get there. Oh, don’t get her wrong, she’d made it in an hour, but she hated to be rushed. So, she left two hours before the admission gates opened, and sighed when she was again the first one in line. That night was the same as the night before, but this time she grinned when Kyle whistled to her, and she saw he had a face shield pushed up on his forehead, but he didn’t join her that night.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Standing in her parents’ kitchen, Kali looked up from chopping vegetables for the salad, and frowned when her father sat at the table in the breakfast nook, laid his head on it, sighing deeply.

“What’s his problem?” she whispered to her mother, but she only shook her head, rolled her eyes, and gave her own sigh.

“Ask him.”

“Dad, is everything okay?”

“No,” he sighed, and with his arms at his sides he rolled his head back and forth. If Kali didn’t know better, she’d say he looked and acted like her older brother, Kelsey when he was a teenager.

“What’s wrong?”

“I’m bored,” he sighed, and Kali snorted out a laugh.

“What happened to that garden you were going to put in when you retired?”

“Your mother won’t help me. She said I had to do everything.” He lifted his head, and his puppy-dog look was so sweet, she giggled. “I have to till the ground, plant the seeds, weed it, harvest it, and then can or cook it. You know I don’t cook, except to grill,” he actually whined.

“So, help Mom out around the house, do the dishes, vacuum, do the laundry.” She frowned when her mother actually snorted. 

“Look at his jeans,” Kathy snorted as she pointed at her husband’s attire. “That was the first load he did without instructions.”

Kali frowned and looked at the black jeans her father wore, and burst out laughing when he stood and one whole leg from the butt to the ankle was white. “Didn’t you know you’re not supposed to pour bleach directly onto dark colors?”

“I do now.”

“So, why don’t you go see Kelsey? Or Karen?”

“Because, Kelsey lives in San Diego with his husband and their two kids. Karen lives in Houston with her husband and their three kids. They’re too busy for an old man like me.”

“Hell, you’re not old, and you have to give this retirement time. It’s been what? Three, four months? You used to tell us growing up that if we didn’t like something, we had to try it for at least six months before we could give up. Now, suck it up and go start the grill.” She grinned when he dragged himself out of the back door, and to the grill on the patio.

“Thank you,” Kathy sighed. “When he wanted to retire at age fifty, I didn’t think anything about it. You know how hard he’s worked all his life, ever since I met him when he was fifteen, he worked. When we married, he made a vow that we’d be maybe not filthy rich, but extremely comfortable, and he was going to retire at fifty, but I can’t see myself retiring yet. I love my nursery and the work I do. He’s just going to have to find something else to do to get his mind off his boredom.”

“He’s always been in construction right? That was his business he sold when he retired?”

“Yes, he loves playing in the dirt, that’s why I’m surprised he has such a black thumb when it comes to plants.” They shared a laugh, and Kali lost herself in her own thoughts, until they were settled at the table and started eating. Halfway through the meal, she paused and looked at her mother.

“Can you take off anytime you want?”

“I can. I don’t do it very often, but since I’m the boss and owner, I can. Why?”

“Because, I think I may have a solution to Dad’s boredom.” They talked like mother and daughter, totally ignoring the man in the room, who perked up, sat straighter, and leaned forward.

“Really, and you think it’d get him out of his funk?”

“It may, but he’d have to keep an open mind.”

“Hey, I’m sitting right here, young lady. What do you have in mind?”

Kali grinned and laughed at his excited expression. “I want it to be a surprise. I don’t want to tell you, and have you research it on the internet, and form an opinion from that before you even have a chance to see what I’m talking about. I want you to experience it firsthand.”

“So, what do we have to do, Kal?” Kathy asked as she passed the veggies to her husband.

“Be at my house no later than four thirty this coming Friday, and plan on packing a bag. You’re more than welcome to spend the night, and you know I have the room. Dad called last Friday and wanted to come mow my lawn, but I had to be someplace. I’ve been going to the same place every Friday and Saturday for the last four years. I’m ready to share that with you two, but you have to keep an open mind.”

“We can do that. Anything else?” Keith asked excitedly.

“Yes, don’t wear anything good, but you’ll be outside until almost midnight, so bring warm clothes. I’ll have everything else you need, and bring a hat.”

“What do you mean by don’t wear anything good?”

“You can wear your normal everyday work clothes, but not like I dress for work. I have to change into jeans, sneakers and layers when I get home from work. But, trust me, it’ll be worth it if you keep an open mind.”

“And you say no later than four thirty. What time do you get home from work?”

“Four twenty, and I leave at four thirty. If you’re not there, I won’t wait.”

“And we won’t know what you have in mind for us.” Kathy giggled. “I like it. So, we live here in Norton, and you live down in Devil’s Nose. Exactly, how long does it take from here to there?”

“Leisurely, an hour and a half.”

“So, I can get out of work at noon, come home, shower and we can be on the road no later than one thirty.”

“That’ll give you plenty of time, and you have a key to my house. So, go in and make yourself at home.”

“Do we drive separately or together?” Keith frowned then, when his daughter just stared at him, he sighed. “If you drive?”

“We can go together. I’ll drive. It’s not that far. And I’d like you to think about something.”

“What’s that?”

“If you like what I’m going to show you, you’d be Jonesing to go again sometime, maybe taking the camper and letting me sleeping in it with you.”

“Something to look into.” Keith nodded. “Do we need the camper this weekend?”

“No, because we’ll be going to two different locations. One Friday and one Saturday.”

“God, you’ve got my mind working. I think that’s the first time since I retired, but it’s all good.” Keith grinned and rubbed his hands together. “You’ve been doing this for the last four years?”

“I have.” Kali grinned and looked at her mother who mouthed ‘thank you’ to her daughter. Later as Keith was in the kitchen loading the dishwasher, Kali looked at her mother and grinned. “Don’t thank me yet, you guys might hate it. And that’s okay, I just thought it’d get Dad out of the house.”

“Time will tell.”

*****
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Kali grinned when she pulled onto her street, and saw that her mother was weeding her flower garden, and her father had gotten out her lawn mower, and had mowed her lawn. She had been promising herself she’d get to it this weekend, but now she didn’t have to, and since it was the first mowing of the year, it was going to be thick. She noticed that there were several piles of the thick stuff that had been raked. She parked and stepped out of her SUV, and grinned.

“Hey. Give me ten minutes and I’ll be ready to go.”

“Okay.” Her mother waved and hooked up a cart behind the mower, and followed her father and together they picked up the piles of mown grass. Kali ran into her house and to her room, stripping as she went. In her bedroom she pulled on a long-sleeved shirt, a tee, and a flannel, then a pair of thick jeans, heavy socks, her sneakers, and grabbed an extra blanket she’d gotten out during the week. In the kitchen her parents were washing their hands, and she quickly made a sandwich, put some chips and cookies in baggies, and grabbed a water.

“There’s food where we’re going if you want to eat there, but I always pack mine, so you can do that or buy what you want there.”

“What do they have?”

“Hot dogs, hamburgers, chicken fingers, French fries, chili, nachos, coffee, pop and water, and one stand has pizza slices, popcorn, and candy.” She watched as they exchanged looks. “I think there might be Italian sausage, too. I think I smell it sometimes.”

“We’ll buy.”

“Okay. You ready?”

“Yep, I decided not to go into work today, so we’ve been here since eleven. We’re going to spend the night. We’ve also decided that if we like what we see tonight, we’ll go tomorrow also.”

“Cool.” Kali laughed. They settled in and Kali pulled out of her driveway, and at the stop sign she took a right and went up the hill. She took another right, then slowed down and pulled into a very, very bumpy road. She drove on the side, mostly in the grass and grinned. “Hang on.” She parked and hopped out.

“We’re here?” Keith frowned when she opened the back, and began pulling things out, but he hurried over and took the bag, and one chair. Kathy took the other one and Kali grabbed the last one.

“Yep. I’ll pay your entrance fee, but I don’t go to the pits. I’m sorry, but if you want to go to the pits, you’ll have to pay the extra price.”

“I’ll pay for all of us,” Keith said. “And I have absolutely no idea what you just said, but you piqued my curiosity,” he said, and they waited in line behind Kali. Keith looked around as cars started entering the field they’d parked in, and was confused as to why they were standing in line to pay. They were in the middle of a hayfield, for criminy sake. When the window opened, he stepped up and asked for two pit passes and one regular pass. 

They took their tickets, got their hands stamped, and Kali said, “Follow me.” She went to her normal seat and set everything up, then she turned and spread her arm out wide. She saw the shock on her parents’ faces.

“What is this?” Kathy frowned.

“Dirt track racing. This track is called Dusty Hill. Tomorrow’s race is down at McKay Family Raceway in Smith, PA. It’s not open yet, but I also go to State, that’s south of Jamestown, and they only run when Dusty Hill doesn’t.”

“And this pit pass?” Keith asked as he held up the ticket in his hand, and waved it to her.

“Okay, I sit here in this spot at all three tracks I go to. If you look...” She pointed down behind her, and they looked over the backrest to the stands. “Restrooms, pizza and popcorn stand. Beer. Then, over there is the regular food. To the left of that building is the pit entrance. With that pass you can go in to where the cars and drivers are.” She pointed and grinned. “Cars like that.” It just happened to be the three number eighteens that were driving in, and she saw there was a truck hauling a camper coming in with them.

“What type of cars?”

“Street stock, crate, e-mods, super late model, young guns, tonight is also the sprint and mini sprint cars.”

“What are they?”

“They have the wings on them.”

“Oh,” Keith frowned and actually scratched his head. “So, when do they go out onto the track?” He turned and watched as the equipment was still getting the track ready. “Looks like they have a lot of work to do yet.”

“Pits open at four, gates at five, and hot laps start at six. So, you have an hour before anything on the track starts.”

“Okay, we’ll be back,” Keith said, and he and Kathy made their way slowly down the rickety steps, and disappeared around the corner.

An hour later, Kali looked up and saw her parents walking up the steps, and before she could say anything after they sat down, she looked up at the loud whistle, and waved to Kyle, who pointed to his shirt, and she gave him two thumbs up when she saw it was a number eighteen, but he didn’t come up to talk to her.

“Who was that?”

“Kyle. We’ve been doing that since my first race. It wasn’t until last week he came up and introduced himself. He pointed to his tee, because there are three different classes that have the same number, and they’re my favorite drivers.”

“Number eighteen?” Keith asked. “I saw their cars and they look pretty snazzy.” He jerked when the cars started up far behind them, then she reached in her bag and handed her parents each a set of earplugs. She put her face shield on, but left it up and her father only shook his head at her.

“So, let me tell you a little about what goes on. There are the tow trucks coming in, to take the cars off if they wreck, or stall out. The guys on the four wheelers are the safety crew, and then you have the flagman on the other side of the track. But, the guy up there is the main flagman. And each and every one of them are blind fucking idiots.”

“Kali,” Kathy looked at her in shock.

“Trust me, Mom. After you see them in action, you’ll think the same way. Tomorrow at McKay, you’ll understand what I mean. That track has the best crew around.”

“Aren’t they the same at every track?” Keith asked.

“Excuse me.” The woman ahead of them turned, and she pointed to her own head, and she and Kali laughed at the face shield she had on. “I’m Sally, and I’ve sat during these races for the last ten years.”

“Kali,” They shook, and when she frowned like Kyle did, Kali hugged herself and didn’t dare look at her parents, but she saw the tightening in her father’s expression. “These are my parents, Keith and Kathy. This is their first ever race.”

“If you have any questions, I’d be glad to help Kali answer them, but she’s right, this is the worse track for flagmen and officials, but I heard a rumor this past week.”

“What’s that?” Kali leaned forward.

“I heard the track’s for sale.”

“This one? Dusty Hill?” Keith asked.

“Yes. Years ago, it was a great track, I mean the best in the circuit. Kind of like McKay is now. But, the owner, who at that time owned it for almost forty years, became sick and died. His daughter tried to keep it going, but she had four small children, a husband, a job, and then her mother became sick, and she took care of her, so she sold the track, but not before closing it for a year. The new owners never got it back up to snuff, and then they only had it for two years before selling it to the current owner, who’s only had it for three years. I heard he is going through a nasty divorce, and needs the money from the sale of this track to pay for his lawyer.”

“Damn,” Kali sighed, then she laughed. “Hell, Dad, you’re so bored with retirement, why don’t you buy it?”

“Because, your mother has her business in Lock, and we’d have to sell that, sell the house, and move here. If I ever did something like that, I’d want to make it a family business. I know Kelsey and Karen would never come home, and your mother loves her business, and you’re happy with your job, so it isn’t an option.”

“I was only joking,” Kali said, not really paying attention to her parents. What she missed was her mother looking at her father with a raised brow, and he only gave her a sheepish grin and shrugged. Because, he had heard the same thing in the pits that seemed to be the buzz of the day, that the track was for sale and they had discussed it briefly, but their ultimate decision was to watch a race, and see if they liked what they saw, then they could compare this track to the one they’d be at the next day.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Sunday morning Kali stumbled into her kitchen, and grinned when she saw her father sitting there with a cup of coffee before him. “Morning, where’s Mom?”

“Still sleeping,” he mumbled, and watched as his daughter poured her own coffee, then joined him at the table.

“How are you? Never thought the race would run that late. I’ve never seen it go that long.”

“It was good though,” he grinned. “Never thought there could be so many cautions in one race. Hell, in one lap. But, you were right about the safety crew. Comparing Friday to Saturday, Friday royally sucked.”

Kali snorted a laugh and nodded. She grinned as her mother stumbled in drying her hair on a towel. “I wore a hat, I took a shower when we got home, but I had to take another one, because I felt so dirty.”

“So, you’re a dirty girl?” Kali laughed.

“Yeah, and I’m surprised, because I own a nursery, and I play in the dirt all day, every day, so I should be used to being as you say, a dirty girl.” She laughed when her husband grabbed her around the waist, and settled her on his lap.

“You can be my dirty girl anytime, babe.”

“Dad,” Kali said, and shook her head at her parents. She was used to it and she was twenty-four, so she shouldn’t be embarrassed. They laughed and Kathy sat in a chair and drank her coffee. After several minutes of silence as they let the coffee kick in, Kali finally turned to them, and asked. “So, what did you think?”

“It was fun.” Kathy grinned. “I can see why you like to go, and I can see the difference in the two tracks. I heard the announcer say Friday that they won’t be racing next week?”

“No, but I’ll be going to State. I’ll be leaving directly from work. I’m getting out at two and I’ll have all my things with me, and if you heard, McKay won’t be running either. It’s State’s opening race and they race for two days. Friday and Saturday, and on Saturday afternoon, the younger kids, like my friend Kyle, race go carts.”

“Does Dusty Hill have go cart races?”

“I don’t know. You’ll have to look them up online or talk to a driver.”

“Why don’t you go to the pits?”

“Dad,” Kali said, and only stared at him.

“Come on, it can’t be that bad after all this time.”

“You saw Sally’s reaction. Kyle did the same thing the night before.”

“And is that why you pack your own supper, and don’t leave your seat once you’re there?” Kathy asked. “Show me.” She held her hand out palm up, and when her daughter didn’t do anything, she only wiggled her fingers, and grinned at Keith when Kali sighed. Kali took her right hand and laid it into her mother’s, the back of it to her mother’s palm. She closed her eyes when both her parents leaned forward and inspected her hand. They moved it this way and that, and leaned in and studied the scar between her ring finger and pinky.

“Do you wear the braces we had made for you?” Keith asked.

“Sometimes. It helps a little, especially if I’m shaking hands, but it’s a pain in the ass when I have two stiff fingers that don’t move when I’m trying to work.”

“Let’s see the rest,” Kathy said as she and Keith stood, and walked behind Kali after she removed her sweatshirt. They took an arm each and studied the scars radiating out from her elbows, up the back of her arm, and down the back of the forearm. To look at her from the front, she had completely smooth skin, but to look at her from behind in short sleeves, her arms looked like she’d gone through a meat grinder.

“Do they hurt?”

“Not anymore, and I still put the Vitamin E on them every night.”

“Do you want us to contact a doctor about your fingers?” Keith asked.

“No, I’m okay. I’ve lived with it for over twenty years, and I’m alive, so a couple crippled fingers aren’t bad. I can live with it.”

“Okay, it’s your decision, but as you said, it’s been over twenty years, a lot of new techniques have come along in that time.”

“I’m fine. It hasn’t slowed me down yet. Maybe if it does, then I’ll look into it.”

“Okay, but let us know,” Keith said, and hugged his daughter from behind.

“At least I have one thing going for me.” Kali grinned after Kathy filled their coffee cups again.

“What’s that?”

“I’m so damn pale that you can’t really see the scars at a quick glance. Unlike the two of you and Kels and Karen, who go in the sun and become ten shades darker in all of five minutes.”

“I wouldn’t say it’s five minutes,” Keith said as he removed his watch, and grinned at the tan line. “Maybe ten.” They shared a laugh, and decided to go out to breakfast, instead of cooking anything. They drove separately, because after breakfast Keith and Kathy were going to head home, and they discussed the plans for the next weekend. Because Kali couldn’t ride in a vehicle without freaking out, unless she was driving, and she was coming directly from work, they decided that she would meet them there and they would have their camper, and she could stay with them.

*****
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Almost two weeks later, Kali was at work, still on a high from the two days she had camped with her parents and watched some great races, when her phone on her desk rang, and she sighed as she picked it up. She only had to get through today, and she was off for the four-day weekend, being Easter and all. Normally, there wouldn’t be any races, but Dusty Hill was having a three-day race starting tonight. She didn’t know if she’d make tonight’s, but she’d definitely be there for Friday and Saturday.

“Kilpatrick,” she said briskly as she answered her phone.

“Mr. Wright called a meeting in the big conference room.”

“I’ll be there.” She hung up, grabbed a pad of paper and a pen, and headed to the big conference room. She saw that several others were walking toward it, and they all went in and grabbed the first seats available. Kali sat where she always sat at these meetings, and a fellow co-worker, Matt, sat to her right. They were talking quietly when she felt someone staring down at her.

“Can I help you?” She frowned at the girl she’d never seen before.

“That’s my seat,” the girl said snidely, and actually used her knee to try to push Kali from the chair.

“Hey, Suzie Q.” Matt mocked her. “You’re only an unpaid intern here, Kal’s been here the longest, so she’s the most senior ad executive here. I think you better stand in the back with the rest of the interns.”

“But, I always sit in that chair.”

“For how long? I’ve never seen you, and I work sixty hours a week here,” Kali said. She waved her left hand like she was swatting a gnat, and turned away, ignoring her. She didn’t see the death look the young intern gave her, but Matt did. He leaned forward and whispered.

“Oh, you pissed someone off.”

“Who the hell is she anyway?”

“I only know her as Suzie the intern, but rumor is she’s Tony Wright’s niece, but I wouldn’t worry about it. You’ve brought in the highest accounts in the last five years, and if this is something new, I want to be on your team.” He grinned when Kali laughed. They quieted down when Tony Wright himself came in, and slapped four folders on the table.

“I’ll get right to the point, since we’re all off for the next four days, and it’s almost lunch time. We have a possibility of a new account. The client wants a fresh perspective on an old business. That’s all I’m going to say. We’re going to break up into four teams,” he said, and smiled when six people huddled as close as they could around Kali.

“Ah, not going to be that easy, folks. Kilpatrick.”

“Sir,” Kali said, and caught the file he literally shoved at her. “That’s the information. You’re on your own.”

“Excuse me?”

“That’s right. A team of one. And don’t worry, you can see for yourself, but all the folders have the same information as yours.”

Not that she didn’t trust him, but she stood and went and compared them, and when she was satisfied she nodded. “So you want me to work this account all on my own? No video? No audio?”

“Nope. You’re on your own, and Matt is on his own.” He grinned when Matt stared in shock.

“I don’t know everything yet.”

“Learn. The other two teams.” He looked up and pointed. “You on this side, you on that side. Those are your teams. On the left, Suzie, you’re in charge of the team and account. Heather, you’re in charge of your team.” He saw the shock and then grinned evilly. “That’s all.”

“Wait,” Kali called out. “Do we present to you or the client?”

“Client.”

“All on the same day?”

“Yes, and he’ll pick the one he wants that day, and same as before, you don’t get your commission until he signs on the dotted line.”

“How long?”

“One month from today,” he said and walked out, leaving twelve people staring at each other in shock. Kali grinned and hurried out, and ignored the calls of the people from behind. By the time they caught up with her, the file was in her purse, and she was headed to the door.

“Where are you going?” Matt literally ran to get in front of her, trying to stop her to see what she’d be doing for the campaign.

“Lunch.” She grinned when the others stopped in their
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